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was suffused with perspiration; the surprising energy with which
he directed a constant succession of blows towards a particular
panel about five feet eight from the ground, and still worked away
in the most untiring and persevering manner, would have suffi-
ciently explained to the attentive observer, that his imagination
was threshing, to within an inch of his life, his body's most active
employer, Mr. Ralph NicHeby.

0HAPTEK XXIX.

OF  THE  PROCEEDINGS  OF   NICHOLAS,   AND   CERTAIN  INTERNAL
DIVISIONS  IN  THE   COMPANY   OF  MR.   VINCENT  CRtTMMLES.

THE unexpected success and favour with which his experiment
at Portsmouth had been received, induced Mr. Crummies to
prolong his stay in that town for a fortnight beyond the period he
had originally assigned for the duration of his visit, during which
time Nicholas personated a vast variety of characters with un-
diminished success, and attracted so many people to the theatre
who had never been seen there before, that a benefit was con-
sidered by the manager a very promising speculation. Nicholas
assenting to the terms proposed, the benefit was had, and by it he
realized no less a sum than twenty pounds.

Possessed of this unexpected wealth, his first act was to inclose
to honest John Browdie the amount of his friendly loan, which he
accompanied with many expressions of gratitude and esteem, and
many cordial wishes for his matrimonial happiness. To Newman
Noggs he forwarded one half of the sum he had realized, entreating
him to take an opportunity of handing it to Kate in secret, and
conveying to her the warmest assurances of his love and affection.
He made no mention of the way in which he had employed him-
self; merely informing Newman that a letter addressed to him
under his assumed name at the Post Office, Portsmouth, would
readily find him, and entreating that worthy friend to write full
particulars of the situation of his mother and sister, and an account
of all the grand things that Kalph Nickleby had done for them
since his departure from London.

"You are out of spirits," said Smike, on the night after the
letter had been despatched.

" Not I!" rejoined Nicholas, with assumed gaiety, for the
confession would have made the boy miserable all night; "I was
thinking about my Bister, Smike "